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THE   SEARCH   FOR  PRINCIPLES
WE have strayed far into the field of Nature. It is time that we come home and remember that we are men. The only important philosophical question of today is: what are we, and what is man?
When Confucius heard that a stable had burnt down, he asked if any man was hurt, but "did not inquire about the horses." I am such a "humanist" that I do not care if the whole species of horses and dogs and cats and rabbits are wiped out, if man hereafter can live in peace. This may sound a little Oriental and heathenish, but there are, on tH6 other hand, men whose minds arc almost as limited in compass as mine, and who, while very much devoted to the very lovable dogs, have not yet any conception of the brotherhood of all men. I am sure -horses think the same way, too. The white horses are devoted to man, but have nothing but contempt for brown and bay horses, and the brown and bay horses have nothing but contempt for the spotted ones. Horse love, I understand, is only skin deep. The most inconceivable barriers of pigment exist. In the same way, a bulldog will patronize a human being, but must persecute his brother, the Irish terrier, because his own tail is straight and smooth while the other dog has a wiry tail and somewhat too much of a moustache. How the westerners laugh at Chinese high cheekbones and almond eyes and how the Chinese laugh at the westerners' hairy chests and arms!
But this state of things is not funny any more. We arc starting out on an era of compulsory world living with all the tribalistic traits of a past epoch and the psychology of the bull-dog-terrier racial prejudices. We talk lightly